Lao e. 


A 


BALL AD 


In Honour of the preſent REGENCY. 


| (to us, 
HO' Gacat George be gone o'er, yet to ſhew his Love 


Still by Deputy Kings his own Cares do purine us, 
Left Papiſts, ur ach or worſe Folks ſhou'd undoe us, 
ubich no Body can deny, 


Th'Arch Biſhop comes firt ſor the Grace of the Matter, 
And who lays the Whigs would our Clergy belpatter, 

| (after ? 

When they joyn his good Grace with the Twelve that come 

| Which, &c. 


So famous for Juſtice great Parker's been long fince, 
That to doubt of our lafety in his Hands were Nonſenſe 
(Conlcience. 
For he'l ſcarce keep us worle than he keeps the King's 
N bieb, &c. 


Ihe Politick Dukes of Kingſton and Kent. 
With Newceſtle are join'd mn ihis new Government ; 
Aud where theſe Three are met, they 2!! Plots will prevent. 


Which, &c. 


*Therc's the poor Faithful Duke, on whom Fortune 
(don't imiie, 
And Cambel who'll guard the North Part of our Iſle, 
If the Duke of Greenwich don't prove an Argyle. 


Which, &c. 


From wild Iriſh Papiſts whi'e Bolton lecure's us, 
From Danger of Highlanders, Roxbro' inſures us, 
And Berkl-y'l take care of our Cca't be'll aſſures us. 


N hich, &c. 


There's Stanb pe ſo ſober and calm in debate, 
And Spencer at th' Heim, where his Father once ſate, 
Whole Steps if he follows, ne'i ſettle rae State. 


Which, &c. 


Young Cræggs for bis own an! his Family's worth, 
To this lofty rot is moſt juſtly cal:*d forth, 
Since his Virtacs do almott cxcecd his high Birth. 

Which, &. 


One Regent way give a whole Kingdom the Spicen, 
As cut N<+et:hbuurs in France to their Sorrow have ſeen, 
But we cau fcar n ught trom onr Gl. rious Thirteen, 


Which, &e, | 


While thus in the Praife of our Regents we fing, 
Leſt o'r Loyal'y ary in Queſtion thould bring, 
We muſt beaiti.y pray God would tend home our King. 
Mich no Body can deny. 


*Fidelis ſed f] uus, is the Duke of Marlbro's Motto. 


Fothams PROPHECY. 
Judges, Chep. 9. ver, 7. and the following Ver fes. 


OON as young Fotham heard his Brea: 
And that Alimelech ulurp'd the State z 

More for his County than bimſelf diſmaid, 
Th? Royal Youth this Proclamation made, 
Eear me, he cries, ye Men of Sichem, hear, 
To your Addreſſc's ſo may God give Ear. 
Az you attend ro what I ſhall reveal, 
By Explanation and by Parable, 


The PARA BL E. 


The Trees (as old Nythbulogiſts relate). 
About the chuſing of a Ring Debate, 
Long they Debate; nor coli they well agret 
Whether a Plant or Scrub ther Kang ſhould be. 
The mean baſe Bramble they at laſt Ob ey. 
Ad Homage to that tHoruy Monarc\ pay: 
Whilſt, with Contempt the ucbler Plants lock down, 
And for the Sul, eds [ate diſdain the Crown. 
The purple Vine ait, Hu¹ννj, lockt mate red, 
And th*Oak, with ſulien Anger ſooł bis Head. 


EXPLANATION. 


trens Fate, 


You are the Trees, the Brambles is the Thin 
That you have made, I icorn to call him King. 
Ungrareful Man to bim you've giv'n my Crown, 
Him have you plac'd upon my Fathers Throne; 
My Honours on a Foreigner beitgw'd, 

On one a Stranger aimutt unto my Blood; 
Whole mean illuſtriqvs Houle on mine, aprears 
Anse been pour Fenfoners ior many Tears; 


500 Marks per Ennum was the Sum: 


Allow'd the diſpicable ſcabby Scum, 
Ungraretul Men! for you the Stuarts faught, 

For you they conque d, ard the Lawrels got; 

For you in Council far, to guide your State, 

And ipent the Midnight Taper in debate, 

Vet you, repardleſs of my Pre gery, 

Unmindtul of my Race, forgetting me, 

Graft on this Pran, ble of the Family. 5 

Soon you forget how this Ungratetyui Land 

Groan'd with the Weight of Mi.ian's Iron Hand, 

Forgot that Gideon too, who ſet you Free 

Ar once from Cromwel, and from Anarchy, 

Forgot that Naſſau 2+ ler up by you; 

Naſſau the archer Ty nt of the Two, 

To fill your Mealure ©: ]r::quiry, 


The Sichemetite Abimelech is he 


You idolize; the vilets of ine Three. | 
Now weigh the Cauſe, and hold the Ballence true, 

You, that are Criminal, ſhall be Judges too; 

Judge as you would be judged, it you can tay. 

You've juftly done, ro give my Crown away ; 

Then triumph in Abimelech your Choice, 


ons ler Abimelech in you rejoyce. 


Since now you know the Caule, if you adhere 
To Milo's Race, and flight the Rightful Heir, 
Expect my Wrongs, which loud ro Heav'n will cry, 
VVill bring down all the Vergence of the Sky, 
Vengence Divine will fall on every Head, 


And Deſolation thro' your Kingdom ſpread ; 


Your Sacred Alters, and your Shrines coulume, 
And from Abimelech the Fire ſhall come. 


Abimelech the Scott of Chriſtendom. 


